CAINED 34 POUNDS

Persistent Anssmia Cured by Dy,
Willlama’ Pink Pills After Other
Remedies Had Falled,

“ When I began taking Dr.| Williams .
Pink Pills,'" says Mrs, Nathaniel Field,
of Bt. Albans, SBomerset county, Maine,'
“1 was the palest, most bloodless person
you oonld imagine. My tongue and
guma were colorless and my fingers and
ears were like wax. 1 had two doctors
and they pronounced my trouble anmmis,

spells of vomiting, conld not eat,

{act, did not dare to, I bad such dis-

after eating. My stomach was filled
with gas which caused me awful agony,
The backache I suffored was at times
almost unbearable and the least exertion
made my heart beat so fast that I oounld
bardly breathe. But the worst of all was
the splitting neuralgia handache which
mever leftme for seven weeks, About this
time I had had several numb spells, My
lmbs would be cold and wi.?nnt nny
feeling and the most deathly
would come over me.

“Nothiug bad helped me until I began
taking Dr. illlnmlmr‘}nk Pills, in fact
l hnd own worse every day. After

en the pilla s short time I could
lee thnt they were benefiting meo aud
one morning I awoke entirely free from
pain. The distress after eating disap-
peared and in three weels I could eat
anything I wanted and suffer no incon-
venience. I alsoslept soundly. I have
takon several boxes of the pillsand have
gnined in weight from 120 to 154 pounds
and nm perfectly well now,"

Dr, Willinms’ Pink Pills cure anmmia
becnuse they notunlly make new blood.
For rhenmatism, indigestion, nervous
headaches and many forma of weakness
they are recommended even if ordinary
medicines have failed. They are sold by
all droggists, or will be sent postpaid, on
receipt of price, B0 conts per box, six

xes for &I 60, by the Dr. Willlams
iciue Oowpnuy. Schenectady, N. Y
—

'FRISCO'S CROP OF GENIUS.

Second Only to New York In Viger
and Freshness of Its Literature,
— .

New York Is of course the great
American market for literary wares,
says E. 8. Martin in Appleton’s
Magazine. There Is also a measure of
hospitality shown to writers and their
products in Boston, Philadelphia, Chi-
cago and Indlanapolls,

But San Francisco for thirty years
past has beaten all four of thess sub-
sidiary literary centers in the fresh-
ness and vigor of Its Inspirations.

It has had an ocean of its own to
stimulate its imagination, & new coun-
try behind and about it and an ad-
vanturous and virile population that
has llked to live its own life In its
own way and dream and live its own
romances.

It has had money, too. It has ment
out ita envoys to view the world (and
a good many of them have stayed
away), and because it has been one
of the world's great starting places
agd lmding places It has viewed ha-

ally from It own doorstep pretty
th every kind of human creature
that has been worth looking at.

Altogether, San Francisco has been
lie no other city of our republie,

Fear for Cologne Cathedral.

Serious damage to the magnificent
central portal of Cologne cathedral Is
tearod. Several largo pleces of cary-
ed stone have fallen and numerous
other portions show signs of loosen-
ing. The cathedral, begun In 1248,
was not comploted until 1880, It is
generally regarded as the finest plece
of Gothle architecture in the world,
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a | could’ take you Into my large
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A Question of Understanding

By Grace G. Bostwick

"It Isn't as though she had cared,”
Atherton sald, In a tired volee, turn-
Ing the letters aud telegrams over
listlesaly. "It isn't as though she had
cared," he repeated, dully, opening
and closiug the amall drawers, one by
one. He was searching for a photo-
graph that she had kept on her desk
~a llkeness taken In her early girl
hood, long before be had met her.

As he felt clumsily about among
the papers a letter fell out. He start-
ed to replace It, but caught sight of
his own name in the familiar writing
and paused. He opened it with trem-
bling fingers.

“1 did the best I could,” he said,
slowly to himself. “I couldnt help

not caring. 1 thought 1 could—at
firet. 1 thought It would come with
time. God! how hard it has been,

how bitter hard!” He passed his thin,
nervous hand wearily across his col-
orless face. “At lemst, she never
knew, never suspected, nor cared,
elther way.,” he sald, bitterly. “SBhe
wan as Indifferent as—as 1 was"

“I wonder If she knows now,” he
breathed, “l1 wonder if she knows—
and understands. She never seemed
to understand anything. 1 used to
wonder how anyone could feel so lit-
tle and live. I tried once to tell her
how 1 felt and she laughed. Said
I needed something to tone me up.
Perhaps she was right. Perbaps 1
am a morbid chap.

“If she had cared,” he began again,
“l would have tried to be different.
I should have learned to get hold of
her interest in some way, but that
dead calm of hers! 1 used to think
it would drive me crazy. She was
the right sort, too—or semed to be.
With her possibilities she might have
developed Into a wonderful woman
under the right conditions. She |s
wonderful—she was,” he corrected
himself, shuddering at the correction.
“l admired her more than any other
woman | ever met. Poor Helen!"
he sighed as he pored over the letter
in the falling light.

He sat up, startled. Hurrled to
the window, reading eagerly with a
look of intense Intercst on his rather
apathetic face—a look such as Helen
Atherton had never roused in all her
sadly Inconsequent life with him.

“"Dear,” he read, “I eouldn't hope
ever to make you understand how I
love you. You have just left me—
cold, unloving, careless, as you always
are—and 1 (poor foolish, loving thing)
put my starved arms about your chair
and laid my lips passionately against
the spot where your dear head has
lain, 1 know it is utterly unrecipro-
cated, that I shall never be more to
you than I am now, and though it
breaks my heart with its desolation,
fts utter despair, yet I bow to It
Dearest, no man was ever loved more
deeply, more tenderly, than you are,
0O, the sadness, the neartbreak of It
all!

"You thought at first you cared. If
von had been sure, then—ah, If you
had only known then—and told me.
Now it 18 too late. 1 am wrapped In
n neverending regret that will be
my portion to the end of time. 1
can't ense the hurt of loving unloved,

"l want you to know if you are left
—and you will be—that I have always
cared. 1 used to hope for the day
when 1 should se your eves flood with
gladness at my coming. I have
learned to welcome even the wearl-
ness of spirit they express if only 1
may feel you near me.

“Dear, 1 know how It Is with yeu,
I know that the bonds have become
#0 irksome that they have worn Into
your very soul. 1 see the distaste,
the dislike—almost loathing—that pos-
gegges you al times, 1 see It all, yot
I am powerless to release you, I can
only hide it all securely away under
the slow samile, the smile that you
cull my every.day face.

“If you had eared, John, we should
have bkeen very happy, | love your
work, your interests, but I have not
dared volee it for fear—0O that look!
that aruelly Indifferent, hard, caroless
look! It burns Into me as 1 write
and 1 writhe under the torture of it."

He sat with hig head on his arms
for hours, Once he erled out In
agony: "My God, if 1 had known!
If 1 had known!"

At last he climbed the heavy, dark
stalrway to the room above to face
his dead. He turned back the white
coverlid with hands strangely steady
after his long vigll.

Her face was oddly girlish as It
was In the Uttle photo, He felt a vast
tendernoss welllug up within him as
he looked. A rush of feeling that
flooded him with longing, longing for
hee smile, for her cleareyed look, for
the spirlt of her, brave and indomita-
ble as it had ever been, At last he
knew the truth, He could see the
sonl back of the sllence—back of her
apathetie gontleness of demeanor that
had shamed his churlish outbreaks of
frritability. Oh, to tell her! o let
her know how he admired her self-
control, her wonderful soldler heart
that could force her to smile calmly,
though her life's blood was oozing

away, drop by drop.
Oh, to tell her that he might have
cared; that she was his heart's own

after all, though he had not knows
ft—he had not known haer,

“If 1 could tell her just once and
gee her amile as she used to smile
before.” He burled his face In the
clothes at her side at the recollection.

He remembered suddenly that she
had been porsessed of a horror of

burfal with life still existant. He
started and looked agaln, plercingly,
into her stlll face. It was not mar-
bleifke as the fuces he had seen In
death, A sudden hope clutched at his
heart.

“Helen,” he ecried,
You are mine, child;
loved you—always. 1 didn't know.
O child, open your eyse to me!” His
face went gray with the effort of his
life. He was straining, striving
against death, the conqueror himself.
He prayed by all he held sacred. By
his mother's memory. By his bellef
In Jove, by the prayers of the long-
gone dead, and holding her two cold
hands in his own, he chafed and
warmed them unweariedly, repeated-
Iy, ealling to her, pleading with her,
begging her to come back.

The passionate warmth of his ap
peal softened the cold stillness of her
fingers. They seemed to him to be
growing pliant, human. He put a ter-
rible effort into his plea, shaking
from head to foot with the strangest
passion mortal ever experienced, He
would win her back from death. He
would see her eyes unclose or he
would die in the effort. The perspira-
tlon was pouring off hia brow where
the veins were cruelly knotted, His
eyes burned like those of some wild
animal seen in the darkness at dead
of night.

“Helen,” he called for the last time,
“Helen child, it is I—open your eyes
to me!" It was the impassioned ap-
peal of soul to soul,

Than slowly, wearily, unwillingly,
as of some child waking from & sleep
of deep exhaustion, the cold, white
1ids lifted and the familiar eyes looked
into his own, though faintly as from
a long distance. The shadow of a
samile parted the gray lips—the lips
of death. Overcome by the wonder
of the miracle, he staggered back, but
compelled himself, by a supreme ef-
fort of will, to hold consclousness a
moment longer.

“You are going to live!"™ he cried,
loudly. “You are golng to live—for
me!" He felt her cold, cold face
against his own hot cheek. He heard
her sigh—a long sigh of rapture that
was almost a sob—then blackness.

. . - . L

In the little study below the sick-
room—the room of resurrection—a
few hours later Atherton again fum-
bled about his wife's desk for the lit-
tle photo. Again his awkward hands
tumbled the contents of the drawers
in reckless confusion, but at last they
closed on the treasured ploture.
Tears of joy, the great tears that rise
out of the deepest feeling of a strong
man's heart, fell thickly, unrestrained-
ly, on the child-like face of the wom-
an who had been his wife for four
long, miserable years.

(Copyright, 1504, by Dally Btory Pub. Co.)

“come back!
1 have always

TENDERFOOT KNEW THE ROPES.

His Suspicion of Cowboy's Marksman.
ship Was Verified.
Ex-Delegate Rodey, of New Mexico,
tells a story Illustrative of the trite
saylng that clreumstances aller cases.
Some of the cltizens of a certaln
southwestern town, which was still In
the clasg of frontler settlements, de-
vised & new method of inducing “ten.
derfoot” visitors to furnish entertain.
ment for the crowd. When the stran-
ger arrlved In town and began the
making of acquaintances by conven.
tlonal methods the ringleaders would
present to him one of the natives, who
was described as o marvelously accu:
rate shot. To satisfy the curlosity
and Interest Invariably manifested by
the stranger the marksman would con:
gent to glve an exhibitlon of his skill
after conslderable urging on the part
of his frilends, Ralsing his six-shooter
the celebrity would address the stran:
goer: “Do you see that man smoking
A& ¢lgar about two blocks down the
street there? I'll hit the clgar with:
out making the man bat an eye."
Bang! went the six-shooter,
back came the ery up the street:
“See here, Bill, you have got to
stop this thing. That's the fourth
clgar you have spolled for me to-day.
I don't llke it. Get somebody else to
practice on.”
The astonlshed stranger could al
wiys be depended on after such an

and

exhibition "to set up” the marksman
and his friends. One day there ap
peared a visitor less credulous than
his predecessors. After the usual ex
hibition thls siranger appeared scorn-

ful of the feat.

“That's nothing,” he declared, “That
does not prove you can shoot, 1'll
woger $100 you can't hit 8 barn door
at 100 yards."

The muarksmun took him up, and,
followed by the crowd, retired with
him to the back of the store for the
test. A shot was heard, and shortly

afterward the alleged marksnan chme
back looking very glum,

“What's the matter, BIN?' asked
the man whose dutles behind the
counter had kept him from enjoying
the tenderfoot's discomfture,

“Muatter!” growled Bl “Matter
enough. That greenhorn set the door

up edgewlse!™

Looked That Way.
“Pardon me, but I8 the milk reel-
ing bad this morning?” asked the lady
of the milkman,

“No, mum, Why do you ask?
"I notleed It was quite blue"—Mil.
waukee Sentinel

All Chemically Pure.

The mistaken idea of a few yenrs
ago, about Alnm in Baking Powders
being Injurlous, no longer prevalls, or
soarcely exlsts. It s a well estab
lished fact by chemlecal analysis that
Cream of Tartar being less volatile
than Alum, when exposed to heat, s
not entirely vaporized as Is the case
with Alum, but leaves a residue In the
bremd, which Is Injurious. Alum, on
the contrary, Is entirely evaporated
while performing Its function during
proceas of baking, leaving no atom of
Injurious residuous substance. The
worde “Chemically Pure” erroneously
used to designate Cream ©f Tartar
from Alum baking powder is a mis-
nomer. Baking Powder made of pure
Alum I8 as chemically pure as made
from pure cream of tartar. These
words mean nothing more nor less
than pure chemicals, and In no way
ean they Imply that one baking pow-
der is Alum and another Cream of
Tartar. Alum has been declared to be
wholesome; an established fact. Ev-
ery large water system In the clties
along the Missourl river use Alum in
large quantities to purify the water
before pumping It Into thelr water
mains for consumption. Cream of Tar-
tar baking powder ls perhaps good
enough for any one; Alum baking
powder I8 better, and wvery much
cheaper.

Cru:ill Tu!.

“Yeh, the prisoner was a woman of
extraordinary mnerve. They tried In
every known way to make her nerv-
ous,”

“That so?"

“Yes. They shot off a gun unexpeect-
edly, yelled ‘Fire!' and told her a dle- |
tant powder blast was an earthquake.
Btill she was unmoved. Then they
lberated a mouse.

“I'll wager a bank roll against &
stogle that the mouse made her nerv-
ous.”

“Not at all.
It and laughed.”

“Great Jupiter! Such a woman As
that wouldn’t lose her nefve if the
earth exploded.”

“Oh, yes. One of the detectives
stepped up and whispered In her ear
that her halr had been mussed up for
two hours, and thea she collapsed.”

She only stepped on

To keep your auto looking bright
use the following mixture for all paint.
ed parts: Sperm ofll, one-balf pint;
common vinegar, one-half pint; oll
bergamot, one dram. Mix and rub with
clean cloth. For all brass work use
tripoll, one and onehalf pounds; any
lubricating oll, eight ounces; gasoline,
three quarts. This is one of the best
cleaners for all polished brass.

It you contemplate buying a medium
priced automobile and want to be cer-
tain of securing a car suitable for tour-
Ing on country roads, up hill as well as
down hill, you will make no mistake
in buying either a Buleck, Maxwell,
Mitchell, Reo, Knox, Franklin or
Queen. These range in price from
$760 to $2,000.

False Alarm.

From the valley there came a cloud
of dust and a distant rumble. The
man of the stope age rushed up the
mountain and perched himself on the
highest peak.

“Shucks!"” exclalmed the fugitive,
as he slipped down to the valley agaln,
“it Is only a poor dinosaur roaming
about for his breakfast. From the
nofse 1 thought It must be an auto-
mobile.”

And the man went back to his
peaceful occupation of hewing an
spartment house out of a solld eliff.

A HEALTHY OLD AGE

OFTENTHEBESTPARTOFLIFE
Help for Women Passing Through
Change of Life

Providence has allotted us each at
leut nnat{nyem in which to fulfill

life, and it is generally
mm fault if we die pnm?m

Nervous exhaunstion invites discase.
This statement §s the positive truth.
|  When «crythln“‘bemmn a burden
| and youcannot walk a few blocks with-
| out excessive fatigue, and yo-n breal
| out into perspiration easily, and your
fnoe flushes, and you grow excited and
shuky at the least provoeation, and
| you cannot bear to be erossed in any-
| thing, you are in dunger; your nerves
have given out ; you need building up
at once! To bulld up woman's nerv:
ous system and during the perlod of
| change of life we know of no better
medicine then Lydia E, Pinkham's Veg-

etable Com nd Here is an {llus-

| tration, 8, L, Koehne, 371

Garfleld Avemle. (‘h eago, 111, writes:

| T have usad Lydia E. Pinkham'sVegetable

| Cblnpouul for years in my fomily and it

never mnmm :i l\rrblin folt that L;u
II“I'!“ s 1 commenced
l“ 1l about six
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For Baby's
Skin & Scalp

Because of its Delicate
Mecdicinal, Emollicnt,
Sanative, and Antiseptic
Propertics combined with
the purest of Cleansing
Ingredicnts and most re-
freshing of Flower Odors.
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laxative remedy is required.

the front of every package.

Tie WINNING STROKE

1f more than ordinary skill in playing brings the honors of the % ]
game to the winning player, so exceptional merit in a remédy M. ... aiaiel 4
ensures the commendation of the well informed, and as area= [ i~ " 20
sonable amount of outdoor life and recreation is conducive to . okt
the health and strength, so does a perfect Jaxative tend to one's < % &
improvement in cases of constipation, biliousness, hea“aches, : oy
It is all important, however, in selecting a laxative, to i
choose one of known quality and excellence, like the ever
pleasant Syrup of Figs, manufactured by the California Fig
Syrup Co,,a laxative which sweetens and cleanses the system
effectually, when a laxative is needed, without any unpleasant
after effects, as it acts naturally and gently on the internal
organs, simply assisting nature when nature needs assistance,
without griping, ir ritating or debilitating the internal organs in
any way, as it contains nothing of an objectionable or injurious
As the plants which are combined with the figs in
the manufacture of Syrup of Figs are known to physicians to
act most beneficially upon the system, the remedy has met
with their general approval as a family laxative, a fact well
worth considering in making purchases,
It is because of the fuct that SY RUP OF FIGS
is a remedy of known quality and excellence, and approved by
physicians that has led to its use by sc many millions of well
informed people, who would not use any remedy of uncertain
quality or inferior reputation.
bottle of the genuine on hand at all times, to use when a
Please to remember that the
genuine Syrup of Figs is for sale in bottles of one size
only, by all reputable druggists, and that full name of the
company — California Fig Syrup Co,, is plainly printed on
Regular price, 50c¢ per bottle.

Every family should have a

AU'FORNIA Fic SYrup (@ Y\
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